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Don\'t Ask 


"Why do you put up with it?" they ask. Sometimes its how instead of why, just to change it up a little. Always 


the same basic question, though. 


You don't really have an answer. Well, you do. You know exactly why you take being relegated to not much 
more than a footnote, why when other people look at you they see either a well-used stepping stone, or 
someone they should push aside to talk to someone who's really important. You know why, it's just hard to 


explain. 


Its because without him, you're nothing. You need him, you've needed him from the first time you met him. 
You didn't know it at first, you still Thought you could do fine for yourself. You were a kid, you were stupid, 
its understandable. Lucky for you, he knew it. He understood that you just weren't - and still aren't - the kind 
of person who can handle life without someone there to help you through. And lucky for you, he was willing to 
be that person 


You used to fight with him, used to hate that he treated you like a kid. But he was right, you were a kid. You 
fought him and went to school to be a doctor, because you thought that might have been cool. Nights alone in 


the dorm, talking to him on the phone so he could remind you how you just couldn't make it on your own. He 


was right, you know that now, but you couldn't admit it back then. Kids don't like being wrong, like admitting it 
even less, so you fought him. You didn't have a lot of friends, but you had the phone and that meant you had 


him and that was all you needed. 


The doctor thing didn't last for long, because you had to do it on your own and you're not the kind of guy who 
can do things on his own. You didn't tell him you were applying to Juilliard at first, because you might have 
failed, and the last thing you wanted him to think of you as was a failure. But you got in, you did something 
right, and so you could tell him. 


He didn't sound excited He sounded upset, his voice shaking over the line. He was starting a band, it could get 


really big, he needed you to play the keyboards for him. 


He was lying, of course he was. He didn't need you, he couldn't need you He was doing you a favor, making it so 
you didn't have to do it yourself. Because you couldn't do it yourself, because you'd fail without him. But he 
knew you wouldn't ask him for his help, so he gave it to you. He's a good guy. 


He even let you write songs for the first couple albums. You'd sit at his kitchen table, scribbling in notebooks, 
he always wrote a lot more than you, turning pages so fast you could hardly believe it. You wrote more 
slowly, taking more time. It wasn't that the words didn't come to you so easily, you just took more care with 


them. You knew what you wanted to say, you had to make sure you said it right 
He'd look at what you did and shake his head a little, making a few notes, chewing on the end of his pencil. 
"This needs a lot of work before it can go on a record,’ he'd say. "But it's pretty good, it's got potential.’ 


You lived for the praise. It didn't come often, you didn’t deserve it often. Pretty good was the best you could 
hope to be, and you clung to it like a drowning man. When it came time to rehearse, to record, sometimes you 
didn't notice the changes. But they were there, they had to be, because you couldn't have written something 
worth recording on your own And his name went on the song in front of yours, and you never questioned it. 


Why should you? 


When you started touring, he started coming to your room at night, needing something more. Well, he told you 
he needed it. You know now - knew it the moment he first kissed you and the first time he entered you and 
you felt full, felt complete - that it was something else he knew you needed. It was one of those things you 
could never ask him for, but you needed it. He knew that, and he took care of it for you. He's a good guy. 


Sometimes you still fight. When you see his name first on a song you know he didn't change, when you watch a 
tape of a performance and did the cameraman even know you were part of the band? When he wanted to take 
a break, do some solo albums, you got scared and you fought with him. What if he decided he liked being a solo 
artist better than working with the band? You couldn't do it without him, but he could go off on his own so 
easily. You tried solo albums to show him you were stronger than either of you thought, but it wasn't the 


same. 


You always apologize first. He doesn't need to apologize, because he's okay without you. When you can't take 
the empty room and the empty bed and the emptiness inside you when he's gone, you go to him and tell him 
you're sorry. And you are sorry, of course you are. He's done so much for you, you shouldn't be so 
ungrateful. He smiles and takes you in his arms and you feel whole again. He reminds you how much you need 


him, and you agree becouse he's right. 


What it boils down to is this: you aren't a whole person Through some mix-up, you wound up missing 
something, something you can't define but everyone else seems to have. So really, you're lucky as Hell to have 
him, to have someone who's willing to help fill in the missing bits. Without him, you might as well be nothing. 


No one else understands that, though. They ask you how and why, they look at you and there's some kind of 
sadness in their eyes. They sit with you and watch him giving an interview, and scowl when he talks about how 
he wrote a song on his own even though your name's on it too. They ask you why and how again. Because it's 
true, because you were lying on his bed resting your head on his lap, his hand absently stroking your hair as 
he explained this concept he wanted. You started talking about it, and he took his notebook and wrote down 
some of the stuff you said, and it went in the song. But you didn't write it, he did. Putting your name on the 


song was just a nice gesture, to make you feel good, because that's how he is. He's a good guy. 


You've stopped trying to explain. Tico asks about it the most, Tico's the one who gets angriest when he thinks 
you're not being treated right. He doesn't understand, he'll never understand. You just ask him how he handles 


being invisible to the cameramen - he always has an answer, but you never listen. It doesn't matter. 

It isn't just Tico, though, its everyone. You don't explain it to any of them anymore. 

You can't explain to them because they've never known how hard it is to not be able to do anything yourself, 
to need to cling to someone like him. How incredible it is when he tells you you're "pretty good", when he wants 
to share a room with you, when he fills you up and takes you higher than you've ever been and holds you as 
you drift back down. They don't know, they can't know, the sheer bliss of watching him sleep and knowing when 
he wakes up he'll be there to help you get through another day you can't handle on your own. 


You lean down to kiss his forehead, settling in to rest your head on his chest. 


"| love you, Jon" 


